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home first for once 


Author's Notes: 

Got bored whilst having insomnia, figured i should write something. haven't done that for a while so excuse the 
atrocious story line for this little one off story. 

meh 


The air was cold as it blew through the broken window but yet Steven didn't mind. He lay sprawled out on the 
run-down couch drinking the last of his beer before dropping it to the floor with a thud 


The place was a mess, cigarette buts where wedged under the couch, liquor bottle's of all kinds where on the 
floor, surrounded by the stains that came from them. Glass was in certain spots but most of it sat in a 
corner where Duff had at least tried to clean it up. But hey, you can only get so much of it out of carpet 


without a vacuum. At that was only the living room. 


The house being a mess he was too, his shirt has beer down the front and he had worn the same socks for 
about two weeks. His hair was grimy and tangled but he couldn't fine the motivation to do anything about it. 


He had been so bored lately with everything. Sure he was the happy one in the band, always there to keep 
everyone smiling. And he was alright with that. But something had changed he just wasn't feeling up to being 
the crazy guy tonight. He just was feeling to bored with everything 


He wasn't even interested in the chicks. The sluts or the groupies, nothing, he just wanted to be alone in silence 
until he figured out what was wrong with him. He left the bar early without telling anyone, he assumed the 
guys were still there so he just pulled out the beer and kicked up his feet 

He moved his eyes from the television to glance at his watch, 1:35 AM still early, he thought. Normally he 
wasn't the first one home but he was betting it would be Slash accompanied by Duff then very very early in 
the morning Izzy and Axl would arrive home sometime in the afternoon. He had a feeling he would be with his 


newly found love Erin. 


He pulled his arm over his eyes and was about to give into his boredom when a bang at the door made him 


Jump. 

BANG BANG 

"What the fuck?!" Steven yelled moving over to the front door. 

"It's m-ee Duff." he slurred as Steven unlocked the door and opened it wide. 


He smiled at his friends who swayed back and forward with a bottle of Vodka in one hand and an un-lit 
cigarette in the other. 


"Steveeeie?" he furrowed his brows. "Wha- you're heree??" he asked confused still standing out in the cold. 

Steven ignored his drunkenness and grabbed his arm pulling him inside consciously. The last thing he wanted 

was for this six foot fucker to fall flat on his face. He knew all too well how hard it is too pick him up again. 
He let out a laugh as he closed the door behind him while Duff was still confused. 

Steven wassn't expecting Duff home so early, and why he was alone baffled him more so. 


"Want a water bud?" He asked flashing a grin 


"No." he shook his entire head and waved his bottle at the shorter man. "I-l'vee got ah drink" he smiled and 


there was a gap of silence. "What are you doing home?" he questioned still confused. 


Steven giggled again, he always thought Duff was funny when he was wasted. But he was amazed that he had 


managed an whole sentence. He waved his hand at Duff and walked into the living room. 


"Ey Ey wait up." Duff followed him stomping on the floor as he basically fell over nothing. Ready to ask again 
Steven jumped in first. 


"Shoes man!" he smiled pointing to the dirt tracks he's made. "God I'm always tellin’ you guys. Shoes!" 

Duff's jaw dropped as he realized he had done it again. He kicked them off quickly almost falling but found that 
Steven grabbed his arm again to prevent that. The small blond picked up the shoes and took them to the front 
door. Throwing them into a pile with the rest of the shoes they owned. 


Duff had no idea why he was being so considerate, it kindove weird-ed him out although he didn't stop him. 


Something was up, and he wanted to know what.. 

"Hey stevie." 

"hmm?" 

"Find me a lighter?" he held up his last cigarette and smiled. He leaned against the living room wall as Steven 
went about searching for a lighter. He swatted a few things off the glass coffee table bofore finding one and 
holding it up to his friend. 

But he didn't take it. Duff stood eyes staring at him his face sad looking. 

"Why are you home so early?" Duff asked so quietly it was almost a whisper. 


The room was quiet the TV mumbling in the corner. 


Steven huffed at the question again. "Just, got bored..i guess." Steven looked away from Duff's eyes and took 
the cigarette from his long fingers placing it between his own lips. 


"Bored of what?" Duff asked. 


Steven looked up at him again. ".nothing', don't worry about it” he told him taking a long dragg from the 
cigarette before holding it out to Duff. 


Duff didn't look at the cigarette, but continued to stare at Steven 
"What?" Steven asked quickly. 

"Are.. are you bored of me?" he asked sounding almost hurt inside 

Steven was confused "What are you talking about man?" he moved and plopped back down onto the couch 


Duff followed Vodka still in his hand as he leaned over his friend. "i mean," he whispered moving down no 


saddling the smaller man. "Are you bored of me?" he breather close to Steven's ear, his hair falling down 


clouding his eyes as he stared as his confused band member. 


"Duff" Steven had dropped the cigarette to the floor and already had his on Duffs shoulders pushing slightly. 
"Get off me." 


"you said you were bored" Duff told him moving closer despite Stevens effort to push him off. Leaning in, 
closing the gap and kissed him tenderly. 


"Duff" Steven yelled pushing harder to no avail. "What the fuck!" 
"Steven" he whispered before passing out on top of him. 


The small blond shoved him off and he rolled onto the floor grunting. "Drunk motherfucker." Steven spoke to 


himself. 


He touched he lips still feeling the warmth from the kiss, wondering what the hell had gotten into him. Duff 
had been smashed before but never so smashed to do something as weird as this.. he stamped out the 


cigarette and left the six foot fucker on the floor to sleep it off. 


He only hoped that Duff wouldn't remember anything about what just happened by tomorrow. 


Two pies 


Author's Notes: 
just a little bit more of whatever this is.. 


The morning was quiet, they always were. Steven looked over to the alarm clock smiling as he spotted the 
crack he had made last week. He had thrown it across the room because Slash had pulled a prank and set it 


for 5:00 A- mother fucking M in the morning. it read 
12:43 


okay so the morning turned out to be a typical lunch awakening. Just like everyone else in the world he could 
skip breakfast but lunch was the more important one. Sitting up in his messy bed he grabbed his head feeling 
a headache attack his brain. He sighed waited for it to die down before moving again. 


Pulling on some pants he opened his bedroom door and popped his head out:the guys had a big night last night 
and he didn't know if they where even up yet. Looking down to hall he saw no one so he tiptoed his way to the 
bathroom closing the door behind him. 


As he brushed his teeth he stared at his reflection who stared back. His hair was knotted from front to back 
and he had dark rings under his eyes that sparkled less lately. Though kept his smile bright, he wasn't feeling 


the joy around to really grin like he could a while ago. 


Staring at himself a while longer he was still wondering why he felt so bored but questioning himself reminded 
him off last nights event. Duff had come home EARLY and ALONE, only to pester the smaller blond about his 
issue. Out of nowhere Duff had kissed him. 


Steven walked down the hallway straitening up his shirt in thought. 


‘its not like it bothered me a lot, it was just a surprise. he told himself. ‘Axl and Izzy sometimes kiss when 
their fucked up, shit happens: 


He found himself in the kitchen, minding his step not to cut his feet on glass as he opened the fridge door. 
Leaning down to search the shelves for something edible. There was just a bunch of left-overs or already 
opened packets of junk. 


A small thump came to mind but the direction was unclear. Steven turned to the stairs expecting someone to 


fall down but nothing.. he looked back to the fridge discussed in his choices of lunch. 


"Water." 
Steven jumped and spun around shaking the fridge door to find Duff stood inches away from him. 
"FUCK! Duff what the hell man! Gunna give me a heart attack, jesus!" he almost laughed. 


Duff cocked his head smiling. "Just wanted some water." 


Steven grabbed a bottle of water from the scum filled fridge and passed it to his friend. "Dude where'd you 


come from? You know you shouldn't sneak up on people on the morning." 
"IFs like one O'clock man, thought at least you would've been up by now." he took a sip. 
Steven pondered on that statement for a moment but Duff spoke again. 


"Anyway i've been out getting food for you assholes." 
‘did he just say food? Steven thought. 


"And | just got two hot meet pies." Duff held up a plastic bag. "was going to eat them myself but | can share 


since you're up." he smiled. 

"Damn right your gonna share i'm fucking starving.’ they laughed. 

‘Common then, | wanna talk to you about something too" 

He followed Duff for the second. ‘wait what? What did he want to talk about he was curious. Secretly dreading 
that Duff wanted to discuss what happened last night. Steven didn't wan't to talk about that. Even if Duff were 
to apologize, he'd rather just never speak of it. ‘god please tell me he doesn't want to bring up last night. | 


don't want him to feel like he has to say something about it | just want us to forget about it! 


So caught up in his train of thought a sharp pain ran through him. "gggfm ahh fuck." he lifted his foot to see 
a trails of blood dripping past his toes and onto the carpet. 


Duff turned at the sudden shout and dropped the pies on the spot. "Shit Steven" he moved over to him, his 
boots crushing glass where Steven's bare feet hadn't. "You're foot Steve." 


‘the pies’ Steven thought mentally cursing about how hungry he was. . "Duff grab the vacuum would you." he 


tried to balance on one leg. 
Duff's eye brows furrowed. "Fuck that" he spat happily picking the smaller blonde in his arms. 


"Duff what the- Steven wasn't expecting the sudden movement. 


He sat him on the kitchen bench safe from harm and lifted his ankle to look at the bottom on his foot. Drops 
of blood dripped onto the cold tiles and Steven winced when Duff pulled out a curved piece of glass from his 
skin 


Duff threw it in the bin and washed his hands dampening a cloth before cleaning up Steven injury. The whole 
time Steven just sat on the bench watching Duff. He didn't know his 6 foot friend could make a face of concern 
or worry. He figured they both must have been too sober. 


"You really should be wearing shoes in house right now, there glass everywhere." Duff mentioned reaching up 


into a taller cupboard to get a bandage. 


Steven didn't know weather or not he should remind him about the tracks they make with their boots. But as 
Duff rapped the material around his foot pain shot into his mind. 


"Yeah no shit." regretting his words instantly he dropped his head. 
Duff tucked in the end of the bandage and made sure it was secure. His touch was so soft and gentle Steven 
was almost disappointed when the nice feeling dissapeared. He looked up at Duff who was cleaning up the glass 


on the floor. 


"sorry" Steven whispered winging his legs gracefully over the edge of the bench, still feeling too bad for 
snapping at his friend he didn't raise he head. 


Its not you're fault.” Duff spoke calmly sweeping the glass up and into the bin. "Axl was smashed a few 
bottles last night before he split and just left it." 


Steven looked up confused. "No | mean-" he started. "| mean for snapping before..that was rude of me" 


Duff finished up and smiled. "Yeah well so is wearing my boots in the house. But it happens." his smiled turned 
into a grin. It's like he knew Steven was thinking about his boots. 


Duff was about to speak when Steven beat him to it. "Can we have those pies now?" 
He nodded and watched as Steven slid from the bench and limped to the lounge room. They sat together on the 
long couch facing each other. Duff had crossed his long legs like a child and Steven did the same extending his 


injured leg a fraction for comfort. 


The smaller man grabbed the bag and pulled out the two pies opening his and taking a bite instantly. He held 
out the other to Duff but he shook his head. 


"Don't you want it Duff?" he was confused. "You're hungry aren't you?" 


He laughed at his mouth full of food. "you have it, | wasn't really hungry." he started to slow down his speech 


a little. "i just got the pies cause | wanted to talk to you.." he was looking anywhere else but Steven now. "you 
know without you avoiding me..or something." 

Steven kept eating slowly but his eyes never left Duffs and the taller man could feel his stare. 

"Stevie, are you alright?" picking at the couch. 


‘what did he mean alright? Steven thought, ‘alright about what it was a very vague question.alright about the 
kiss last night??? 


Steven couldn't think fast enough for a response. 

"| mean, are you doing okay?" he was more nervous now. 

‘doing okay??? Steven was now really confused. 

"lately its seems like you've been kinda been really distant from everyone." he said. 
‘lately.distant..everyone.. this isn't about the kiss thank goodness. "Oh." Steven managed to speak. 


"I just want to know if somethings wrong | guess, | don't know maybe | can help with something. You just 


haven't been as happy lately." Duff's eyes met Stevens. 


‘lve been feeling a little weird is all" he cleared his throat. "just tiered im sure that's it. Everything will be fine 
though, its nothing to worry about" 


"You sure?" he sounded hopful "If you say so then that's alright." 
They both smiled at each other, Duff found his appetite and opened the spare pie. 


"So you didn't want to talk about what happened between us last night?" Steven was expecting him to bring it 
up but he didn't so he decided he might as well. Figured they should just get it out of the way now. 


Duffs eye brows knotted for a second as he chewed his food. "What happened between us last night?" 


Steven almost chocked on his food, beating his fist to his chest to recover. "chmchm nothing, never mind”. 


Though kept his smile bright, he wasn't feeling the joy around to really grin like he could a while ago. 


extra vodka 


Author's Notes: 
i know what your thinking. where is this going. i have no idea. honestly i wassn't even sure i would end up 


writting this much to begin with. but hey here is some more..of whatever this is :) 


The band was rehearsing as usual on a Monday, they thought it was only right to do the most work on they 
day in which every in the world hatted Of course they practiced on Wednesday and had a sound check on 
Thursday but they were always fucking around. Anyway they were really just touching up before a show for 
Friday night. 


Slash was still strumming away his stings while Axl and Izzy where packing the amps away. Axl hated it, too 
many cords and not enough time though he wouldn't complain out loud. Everyone could just read the signs. 


Soon everyone had left, Axl going to hang with Erin Slash going to find the nearest bar with Izzy and Duff had 
dissapeared. That's what Steven had thought.. 


Steven was dusting off his drums with a shirt that Slash had left behind. Although he beat his drums to the 


core to create the best sound he respected his things very much. 


Without him knowing Duff was around the corner, leaning around to watch as the smaller blonde sat on his 
stool and fell silent for a moment. Duff didn't know what was going to happen but he held his breath wanting 
to find out. 


Steven slowly tapped his drum sticks down finding a rhythm. The sound only a patter that echoed in the room. 
Steven closed his eyes and continued, taking in a deep breath before building up his beat. He found himself 
nodding his head to the beat and tapping his foot for pace. 


Duff watch his friend enjoying himself he could see a small smile on his face as he kept nodding, the beat 
getting faster and more complicated. Duff found himself smiling, he had glad to see his friend happy again. but 
then something had changed. 


The beat had no rhythm. No pace. No nothing. It was just getting louder and louder and messier and messier. 
The sound pained both of them to listen. When is slowed Duff was concerned his friends smile had faded. 


It was almost by force he had to step forward, to be closer to him. Steven looked up at the movement, his 


face pale and almost embarrassed 


"Duff" he spoke. 


Duff was out of words. "u- hey" he averted his eye's. "D- didn't know you were staying behind." he swallowed 
hard. 


Steven gave a fake smirk moving over to him. "How long have you been standing there?" he tried to laugh but 


Duff still had a face of concern 

"Not long." he spoke softly as the smaller man stood in front of him now. 
"Are you doing anything today?" he questioned. 

"i-i don't think so.." 


Steven pushed his drumsticks to Duff's chest as he stumbled to hold them. "Great you wanna drive us home, 
luh i've had to much to drink." Steven lied “i'll grab my jacket 


Steven could drive, if he wanted to. Be he didn't want to. He'd rather catch the buss than drive by himself 
right now. He'd walk home if Duff didn't magically show up. But for some reason he liked being around Duff 


lately. Ever since Duff had kissed him last week, Steven just wanted to be around him, didn't know why but he 
wanted to find out. 


Duff had made a quick stop at the liquor store to pick up another bottle of vodka. Yes another one. He already 
had one at home but he needed another one. Why you ask?? 


"Hey don't you already have a bottle at home?" Steven asked with his feet kicked up against the head board of 
Duff's truck. 


Duff strapped on his seat belt and pulled out onto the road. "Yeah but it's all part of my ‘plenty of liquor’ 


plan." he said. 
Steven laughed. A real laugh and Duff noticed. "What?!" 


"Well you know, if | just drink the bottle at home then i'll have none left. And you never know what might 


happen. | might need another drink Maybe some people come over or maybe | wanna share- 
"Share? You? Share you're vodka?" they laughed. 
"Well you and me are gonna be home all day bored, figured | could share with you." he smiled. 


The rest of the drive home was quiet but not awkward. They got through the door, Steven first. He moved in 
about three step about to take his shoes off before remembering there might be glass sill on the floor. 


Duff closed to door with a thud then turning to see Steven in the kitchen, shoes and all. 


"Stevie! Shoes!" he mocked him laughing. 
"Ha- ha. Very funny.” 


"| know | am!" he told him pulling out the vodka bottle. "But i'm also going to be full of this in a minuet” he 
winked running into the lounge flopping on the big couch. 


Steven followed him with two shot glasses. Duff put the bottle on the coffee table as Steven poured them 
both. 


"Hey didn't Slash rent some movies?" Duff asked moving over to the TV. 
"More like stole. Besides it's probably just a bunch of gorey horror films" Steven said. 


Duff agreed as he tossed movie after movie to the side. All horror or murder movies, blood and guts on the 


front covers. "Not really your preference?" Duff asked laughing. 
"No." was Stevens short answer. 


"oh hold on!" Duff got excited. "Found a porno!" without hesitation he put it on closing the curtains to block out 
the sun and sitting next to Steven 


"Typical fucking Saul" he said. As they down their fist shot 

Duff had decided they would each make a bet on what would happen next in the porno and the loser would 
have to have another shot. Duff was losing. Losing horribly. 

"Therese-ss no wayyy you could have guessssed that the sisters get together!" Duff slered laughing, 
Steven smiled a real smile pouring his friend another shot. "Must be my lucky day" Steven told him. 

Duff stared at him. The same stare as the night he kissed Steven 

"What?" the smaller man asked lowering the shot to his lap confused 

"Why don't you smile like that anymore?" 

Steven breath quickened out of nowhere. He didn't understand why but he tried to ignore it: 


"hello Steven?" Duff waved a hand in his face as he didn't get an answer. 


Duff was drunk. Steven knew that. Might as well talk to him honestly it's not like he'll remember. He didn't 


remember last time, Steven thought. 


"| don't know." Steven whispered dropping his head swearing his finger in the shot glass he held. 


"Why don't you know?" Duff asked. "Stevie | asked you the other day if you were okay, you said you were just 


tiered. You never smile anymore, or laugh as hard as you have like today in ages." 
"i smiled and laughed today." he told him repeating what Duff had already said. 
"Ive got to know what's going on with you. Why your not happy?" 


"i am happy." Steven looked up sad but Duff sensed a hint of nervousness. Steven downed the shot quickly. 
"you're drunk." he whispered. 


Duff did'nt listed to the last part but waited again for Steven to speak. It was a long wait but they weren't 


going anywhere. 

"I am happy." he said again. 

"Oh yeah when?" Duff questioned him. 

"im happy whe- it doesn't matter!" Steven burst out. 

"Why not!" Duff leaned in as Steven looked up at him. He knew his friend wasn't going to give up. 

"You're drunk again and you won't remember!" 

again.Duff thought. Wont remember. 

"Tell me, please just tell me when you are every happy so | can help." Duff was almost pleading. 

Out of nowhere the smaller man moved up and closed the gap between them. Pressing his lips to Duffs kissing 
hims more passionately than Duff had every been kissed. He moved back slowly, eye wide watching Duff as he 
was alittle shocked. Steven couldn't believe he had just kissed his friend. 

"im happy when l'm with you." he said ever so quietly. 

He knew Duff was thinking, understanding that this was true. Steven was only happy when Duff was around. 


Earlier today when Steven was on the drums he was upset but when he saw Duff it was like all his worries 


flew away and he was so much more comfortable. 
"um Steven." Duff started. 


Steven moved back about to get up. "just forget it. don't worry. | didn't mean to- 


"Stop!" Duff pulled him closer. For a moment they just looked at each other. 


Steven didn't know what to do. Until Duff kissed him this time, he returned the kiss as Duff hand moved to 


run through the smaller mans hair at the back of his neck. 
"Stevie i- | wasn't drunk" he said between breaths. 


Steven pulled back He was shaking a little not understanding and scared Duff would reject him. He was nervous 


and happy and scared all at once. 
"Hey hey it's okay." Duff soothed him. "im here." 


"im not bored of you." Steven said with a shaky breath. He never answered the question because Duff had 
passed out that night he came home drunk, only to find out he wasn't as drunk and remembered everything. 


"Steven | like you." he smiled running his hand through the smaller mans hair. "that's why | kissed you. | wasn't 


drunk..and | wanna be here for you if that's what makes you happy." 
"You make me happy." he said nervous. 
Duff kissed him again. He just wanted to hold the small blonde and take his pain away. He wanted to make him 


happy and kiss him forever. Now that he has told him will he be able to make this work? Will he be able to be 


in a relationship with his friend and drummer??? 


Who was that weird guy? 


Author's Notes: 
i had a light-bolb moment and wanted to write another chapter. meh. hope you'se like it. 


It had been a week that Duff and Steven had been ‘together’ as they would call it. Duff didn't want to leave 
Stevens side, he followed him around all day and snuck into his room at night. He would hold Steven's hand 


every chance he could made him smile constantly. 
With each day he could see Steven's smile brighten and he never wanted to see it dim again. 


The band was getting suspicious, Slash was concerned about how much Duff wanted to ‘hang’ with Steven. Not 
that it bothered him, he was just curious as to why. Izzy knew something was up hands down. Duff hadn't 
been seen hanging over a girl in the past week and has not brought one home either though neither Slash or 


Izzy brought it up. 

Axl however.. 

"Duff! Man come over here!” Axl called over the music. 

They were out partying as usual, at some big load club full of chicks and rich people buying drinks, the ‘life of 
the party' as they were known. Axl and Izzy were with a group of girls on was all over izzy to the point were 
it looked like she was going to eat him alive. Axl had a tight arm around onther girls waist as he waved at 


Duff to come join them. 


"Sarah this is my boy Duff" he smiled and introduced them. "This is Sarah and shes looking for some fun" he 


said casually. 


She was tall blonde and had a nice set of tits that she happily shows off well. She was wearing a tight dress 
but she didn't look ditsy at all. 


Duff almost chocked on his beer when she winked. "oh, hmm, you-know im not really feeling up to anything 
tonight Axe" he said and laughed a little. 


"Oh com'on. You've been blue balln for about a week" he laughed and Duff stiffened. "You cant tell me your not 
interested, Sarah here is a wild one" he grabbed her ass and she sqeeled smiling, her face flushing red. 


"no no," Duff raised his hands. "Maybe next time honey." he kissed her quickly on the cheek. "You two have fun 
though." 


Axl shrugged as Duff smiled. "Izzy." he called. 


He watched as Izzy had to push a girl away from him but still in reach. It took them a moment to stop kissing 
and Duff rolled his eyes. 


"Yeah?" Izzy asked cocking his head so he could see his friend from under the hat he was wearing. "Whats up?" 
"Have you seen Steven? | lost him and Slash??" 

"Oh yeah Slash was somewhere with some chick. They were gonna get some more drinks and Steven. oh 
Stevens in the back toilet ‘straitening up" he moved closer so | could hear him. "Said he wasn't feeling well so | 
gave him some coke." 


Duffs eyes widened 


"Don't worry man, just a little bump, he'll be fine.."Izzy searched Duffs eyes for a moment. "He was looking for 
you before actually.ls everything okay between you two?" he asked. 


"Yeah." Duff said nodding. "I'm gonna go check on him." 
Izzy patted him on the shoulder as he left for the toilets at the back of the club. Pushing through groups of 
people he did'nt know why he was so worried. Steven did drugs a lot, and he trusted that Izzy only gave him a 


‘little bump' so why was he feeling so scared for Steven. 


He opened the door and found a row of cubical one was closed and there was a man standing in front of it. He 


looked angry and annoyed. 


Duff heard a small sob come from the cubical and recognized it was friend, his beautiful Steven was crying? 


The real question was why? 
"Steven? That you?" Duff moved over to the cubical, the man standing there looked at him funny. 
He was in his thirty's and had a fresh bruise on his jaw. He made his was passed Duff and left. 


That was weired, he thought. "Steven?" he knocked on the door as more sobs continued. "What the fucks going 


on man common you're freaking me out." he spoke peeking through the gap of the door. 
Steven was on the floor crying, with his knees to his chest. Duff's heart stopped. Something had happened and 
now he wanted to know what, his mind went back to the weird guy standing here before..he shook his head and 


cleared his thoughts he needed to get to Steven. 


He couldn't knock the door down and the gap under the door was too small..the gap over the top wasn't 


though.. 


Duff jumped on the toilet in the next cubical and lept over the cubical wall haling himself over and into 


Stevens. He crouched down on the floor and looked at his friend quivering and crying. 


"Steven" he voice cracked. He didn't know how to comfort him so he gently moved Stevens hands from his 
face to reveal his scared eyes when the smaller man saw his blond friend properly he rapped his arms around 
him as fast and as tight as he could manage. 


He cried even harder onto Duff shoulder and Duff just held him close trying to settle him. He patted Stevens 
hair out of his face slowly and he calmed down. He started to mutter things as his grip on Duff shirt got 


stronger 
"Shhh it's okay, its okay," Duff kept telling him 

But Steve pulled away shaking his head violently. 

"What's wrong? What happened? Please tell me baby??" Duff asked worried 

But Steven could speak 

"Please say something Steve your scaring me." Steven looked up, his eyes full of fear. 


Steven didn't know how to tell him, didn't know what to say..didn't even know where to start. He wanted to say 
so much but couldn't find the words. He just wanted to be at home and to have Duff hold him close. 


Before he could open his mouth Duffs fingers reached to Steven chin and he flinched at the touch. His friend 
lifted his chin and traced his fingers lightly over a bruise that resembled a hand on Steven neck. it was dark 
and looked painfull 


"Who did this to you?" Duff was confused, his voice hardly audible. He didn't want to think that someone had 
done this to his friend. He didn't want to believe t was real. Someone had heart his love, and he wasn't there to 


protect him. 


"Who did this to youl?" Duff said his voice now loud with anger. "Who Steven?!" he grabbed the smaller man 
shoulders and shook him. "tell mel? Was it that guy that was in here before!?" he shook him again but Steven 


could speak. 


Tears fell down his cheeks. Duff stood in a hurry to unlock the door and go beat the shit outa the man who 
did this. He was ready to hunt, and no doubt kill. 


Steven tugged on Duff's shirt and he looked back down at his terrified friend. Duff sat back down and hugged 


Steven. "Please ju-just don't leave me." the smaller man sobbed 

Duff bit his own lip and rocked them both back and forward. He was angry with the man who did this, but 
more angry with himself for letting this happen. He held onto Steven for dear life and didn't want to ever let 
him go. 


| won't" Duff whispered. "i'm sorry. I'll take you home." 


Stop apologizing and kiss me 


Author's Notes: 
out of nowhere i've suddenly got ideas for this.. 


Duff POV 


| called me and Steven a cab, we both where silent the whole way home aside from my directions for the 


driver. 

| unlocked the front door and took Stevens denim jacket to hang it up. He had only taken a few steps in his 
figure dainty and shaking. | slipped my boots off and he turned back to me as if he was waiting for me to lead 
him into the dark house. 


| stood in front of him and stoked his upper arms before pulling him into another hug. "I'm sorry | wasn't 


there Stevie." | told him. 
"Don't be sorry." he whispered. | sighed and took his hand leading him into the kitchen 


| switched the dim light on and lifted Steven onto the bench. He gripped the edge of the bench with his hands 


so tight his knuckles turned a shade whiter. | rested my hands on his knees, he looked at me and tried to smile. 


My attention was brought back to the bruise on his neck and my smile faded. Steven knew | was curious but | 
didn't want to question him tonight. He was still shaken and all | could do was comfort him. 


| grabbed a bag of frozen peas from the freezer and lifted Stevens chin to place it on the bruise. He grabbed 
my wrist and tensed but soon let go. | tried to look at him but he averted his eyes from my gase. 


"How bad is it?" he asked me. 

| tried to think of the right words to use. | didn't want to worry him. 
"How bad does it feel?" | questioned and he actually laughed a little. 
"Bad." he snorted. 


| took the bag off his neck for a moment to see if his skin was soaking in the cold. He flinched as | touched it. | 


must've hurt, but it was cool to touch. 


"Hold it there for another minuet," | told him and flashed him a caring smile. He replaced my hand with his and 


| lent down to take his shoes off 

When I lifted on leg he whimpered.. once they were off | threw them at the door and stared at him 
"What was that?" | asked worried. 

He just shrugged and looked away from me again. 


"No no no, Stevie common, are you hurt somewhere else too?" | put my hands on his knees and waited for an 


answer. 


He sighed. "Yeah." he handed the peas back to me and tapped the left side of his hip and stomach. He sat 
holding his side as | put the peas away. 


"| need to see how bad it is Stevie." | said quietly 
"Can | sleep in your room?" he asked out of the blue. 
| blinked a few times understanding he was trying to avoid my questions but fuck him | need answers. 


"Y-Yeah.." | said and helped him off the bench. | left the light on in the kitchen and we made out way into my 


room. The bed hadn't been touched in a few days so it was freshly made. 


Once again Steven took a few steps and then stopped looking back at me. | closed the door and reached for the 
light 


"C-Can we leave it off?" he asked me. 
| smiled at his innocence and nodded. There was enough light coming through the window anyway. 


"Stevie you gotta show me where you're hurt darin" | stood closed to him. He didn't want to, and that's what 


makes me worried. "Please." | basically begged him. 

He nodded and lifted the bottom of his shirt alittle a mass of purple skin reached across his side, | helped him 
take it completely off and | was shocked at how big it was. He looked at me for reasurance but | didn't know 
what to say. 


| was anrey and annoyed, | was upset and worried and. 


"Shit," | muttered. "I'm gonna get you some ice." | hurried to the kitchen and came back with a bag of frozen 


chips this time. It was bigger than the peas but wasn't nearly as big as the bruise. 


When | came back Steven was standing in the same spot crying and shaking. 


"Hey Hey, its going to be okay." | told him. "I promise | promise | promise i'm never going to let this happen 
again I'll go down to the chemist Tomorrow i'll get all the creams that will help heal these, i'm so sorry darln, 
i'm sorry, i'm sorry all we have is frozen shit" | hatted myself for being so useless. 

A hand cupped my face and he smiled through the tears, "Thankyou Duff" he said and smiled. 

| layed him down and sat beside him. | tried to be gentle with the bag of frozen chips on his bruise. He cringed 
with each breath and watched as | traced a finger down to the hem of his jeans. The bruise continues to 


where | cant reach. 


Me and Steven hadn't done much together mainly because | didn't want to push him into anything he didn't 
want to do, | didn't want to scare him off. 


"Who did this to you Steven?" | asked completely serious. "Was it that guy | saw in the toilets??" 
Steven eyes snapped open and he tried to sit up but | pushed him back down. "Please just answer the question 
Stevie." 


"Can we talk about it tommoro?" he pleaded, his voice sad and scared. 


| nodded "Promise we'll talk about it tommoro?" 


"| promise Duff. Can you have a sleep with me now?" he patted the bed beside him suggesting | lay down. 
"Can you show me the rest of the bruise first?" | really needed to know just how much pain he was in. 

His hands moved down to unbutton his jeans, slowly he downed the zip and smiled shyly. | felt my own cock 
twitch, fuck, not now. | tried to keep my little problem to myself and helped him take hi jeans off and tossed 
them to the side. 


He was wearing boxers but | could see better how much bigger the bruise was. It carried on from his 
stomach and over his hip, there was nother on his thigh. 


He put the frozen peas on the night stand and turned his face away from me. "I look horrible." he whimpered. 


| ran my fingers through his hair and he looked at me shyly. "no you don't." | told him. "your beautiful." my 


voice cracked. "im lucky to have you..i'm so sorry this happened.really i- 
"Kiss me." Steven said. 
"What?" he moved closer. 


"Please stop apologizing and kiss me." 


So | did. Our lips met and | fought the urge go any further. | pulled back and looked at him searching his face 
for something..regret.hurt.sympathy..but | found nothing. My Steven was quite and peaceful. 


| didn't know how to tell him. Maybe | didn't want to because right now was the wrong time. If what | think 
happened actually happened then its defiantly the wrong time. 


"You should, um, get some sleep." 

he smiled and tugged at my jeans. | smiled back and took them off before joining him in the bed. He laid on his 
back and didn't want to move so | snuggles up beside him and he held my hand letting me know if he could he 
would. 

| love you. | want to say..but | don't.. 


"im sorry." | whisper instead. 


"me too." | hear him say before we both drift off. 


